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I 


Author's Notes: 
| know, | thought, | can chop out this bit - which isn't advancing the story at all - and just round it off and 
post it as a PWP. Easy, yeah? 


Bah. 


Anyway. Here it is in all its twisted glory - enjoy, OK? 


For Ang. 


infinite Dreams 


The moon was bright again, silvering the gardens as Bruce made his way amongst the roses once more. The 
fairies were out in flocks, as they had been the previous night; he came across a glowing group of them 
roasting a hedgehog on a spit over a small, green-flamed fire and were it not for the fact that he'd 
immediately backed away from the vicious creatures as they buzzed up to meet him he wasn't too sure what 
might have happened to him. Presumably he was too large a prey item for them but with fairies you could 
never be too sure; delicate they may look, tough they most certainly were. Besides, it never paid to mess with 


supernatural creatures, no matter the size. 


In which case, he thought to himself as he made his way back toward the house, dragging his feet, why are 
you out here? 


Well.just walking, really. 


Of course. Of course. A tortured Prophet in the house, half the Fae nation - not necessarily the nicest half, 


either - loose in the garden, just gone midsummer and you're out for a strolP 


Bruce stopped next to one of the massive, ancient linden trees that ringed the lawn and sighed. Who was he 


trying to kid? 

He listened hard, trying with all his might to detect any trace of the one he was actually seeking but no. Not 
so much as a crack of a twig or a low, rumbling chuckle carried on the breeze; looks like for all his professed 
fascination Pan wasn't that interested in him after all 

He leaned on the tree and rubbed one hand across his face. Damn He'd been hoping -- 


"For what, little man?" 


He jumped, yelped; the deep voice that had spoken from just behind his shoulder had been laced with humour 
but not unkind. 


"Jesus, do you have to do that to me? One of these days I'm going to have a fucking heart attack" 
Pan laughed. "It is my nature.." 
"True." 


They stood in silence for a moment, Bruce just grinning at the solid form before him; he'd been hoping for Pan 


and here he was, large as life and twice as..sensual. The moonlight that broke through the tree's canopy 


caught details, patches of the God that winked in and out of the shadows. Magnificent, he was, wild and 
untamed - a piece of the ancient greenwood, right here in front of him. And interested, if the heat in the slot- 
eyed gaze was anything to go by. 

"So finally you seek me out, unable to stay away." 

Bruce snorted, looked away. It seemed wrong to admit it, somehow. "Yeah, | guess." 

Pan stepped in, glossy hooves making barely a sound on the short turf. He only paused when he and Bruce 
were almost chest to chest, putting one forefinger under Bruce's chin he tipped his face up, allowing a ray of 
gentle moonlight to highlight his features. He turned it a little, the better to see his reaction 

"Yes? Or no?" 


Bruce licked his lips. The hell with it. "Yes." 


"Good," murmured Pan, and lowered his face to kiss him, beginning slowly with the gentle brush of contact 


before slipping his tongue between Bruce's lips and stroking the inside of his mouth, teasing and tickling. 
Oh Jesus, but Pan was a good kisser. Phenomenally good. 
"Come on," said Bruce with a grin when they both surfaced for air, "this way." 


When they reached the conservatory Pan chuckled, the sound light with amusement, taking in the sight of the 


piled pillows, quilts and dim lamps. "You have gone to some trouble, | see." 


Bruce shook his head. "Not really. | just told ‘Arry that | would prefer to sleep in here, what with all the 
visitors. Most of them seem to dislike this place, so | figured I'd be undisturbed. That is, wed be undisturbed. If 
| found you. If you came back here. If you wanted to. That is --" 


His voice tailed away as the God began to nibble gently on his neck, nuzzling away the ends of his hair that 
brushed his collar. 


"Has anyone ever told you," he murmured, lips raising delightful sensation against skin, "that you talk too 


much?" 
Bruce gasped a half laugh. "Frequently." 


The large, nut brown hands began to roam across Bruce's body, drawing delighted shudders from him and 
making him arch his back against the solid form he leaned upon. "Talk to me," he breathed, pressing himself 
into the muscular body and rubbing against it, taking the time to enjoy the feeling of the erection growing 
against his behind, pushing ever harder against him. 


"You are different," murmured the God into Bruce's ear, tickling it and making him shiver, "much changed from 
when first we met. Not so hard here," and the large hand palmed across his chest, turning on a nipple then 
sliding down to gently caress the abdomen, back and forth until he could slip his fingertips into the waistband 


of the jeans Bruce was wearing. 
"You calling me fat?" laughed Bruce. 


Pan chuckled, a low rumbling sound that vibrated throughout Bruce's body. "No. Simply different. This is far 
mightier," the roaming hand patted the left side of his chest gently, and Bruce understood that the beast was 
referring to his heart, "and these," ah, both hands now gripped his buttocks, giving them a friendly squeeze, 
"are as inviting as ever. But tell me, pray," and now Pan was nuzzling at his neck, kissing and nipping gently at 


the line of muscle, "why do you wear so many clothes?" 


Well, if that wasn't an invitation he didn't know what was. Stepping away, he turned and looked at the creature 
he was about to make love to in the moonlight, strong lines of muscle caught the silver gleam, powerful sweep 
of haunch and back, chest and rock hard abdomen, arching erection beginning to seep in eager anticipation. 
Taking a deep breath - nothing to be afraid of, Bruce, it wasn't so good last time because you hurt and 
angered him which you aren't going to do tonight, are you? - he stripped his shirt off over his head, kicked 
off his trainers and removed his jeans, throwing them in a crumpled heap behind a pot plant. 


As naked as his God, he stepped into the same shaft of moonlight that illuminated him and cocked his head 
back to look at him. 


Pan rumbled approval and stepped forward, running his hands across his skin, chest, abdomen, flanks. 

They kissed again, the intensity such that they even paused the slow sweep of palm and fingers the better to 
concentrate on the experience. They broke for air, and Bruce blinked He sucked in a draught of cool air, feeling 
the fires now lit inside flare just that little higher. 

"Wow." 

Pan smiled, white flash of amusement in the moonlight. 


"I told you, did | not?" 


Bruce nodded and snorted, silent amusement in the huff of air. At Pan's raised eyebrow he turned to the 
makeshift bed, and gestured to the small table next to it with a vague wave of invitation. 


"Will you join me in some wine?" 
The God settled into the pillows, propping himself in a comfortable position in the tropical gloom of the crowded 


green space in Bruce's adopted corner of the conservatory. Bruce poured them both a glass of wine, passed 
one to Pan and settled himself down beside the forest God's furry haunches. Pan sipped his wine, handling his 


glass with delicate movements of his large hands and watched Bruce with some amusement; he angled his hand 
and smoothed the palm across the glossy coat, contemplating the different anatomy of Pan's lower half with a 
thoughtful expression. 


"Not what you are accustomed to?" 
Bruce chuckled. "No, it's not that. Not just that. l'm just wondering..." 


Pan didn't reply, just drained his glass and raised an eyebrow. Bruce put his glass aside and rose to his knees. 
"Wondering what it's going to feel like. It. wasn't much fun last time." 


Pan cocked his head. "True. But | was vexed that time. Sore vexed." 
"Yeah. Sorry about that." 
Pan also placed his glass aside. "Aye, well. You knew no better. But now--" 


He reached out a hand and pulled Bruce onto him, sprawled across his chest, and tilted his head up to claim 
another kiss. This time Bruce managed to wriggle around so that he straddled the goatlike part, wrapped his 
arms around Pan's neck and rubbed their chests together while they kissed. Pan slid down into the pile of 
bedding until he was flat on his back, Bruce carried on kissing the whole time. The body beneath him was hard, 


with none of the feminine softness he'd become so accustomed to since he married. 


Pan's cock was caught between his thighs, and the God rumbled low with pleasure as he rubbed it slow and 
lazy up and down, satin soft of warm skin caressing the back of Bruce's balls. He arched with a groan, heat 


flowing through his body; Pan chuckled, and pulled him down for another kiss. 


Rolling them onto their sides in the silken nest, he hooked one furred hindleg over Bruce's hip, using the hock 
to pull them even closer. Locked together, he deepened the kiss and began to thrust his hips back and forth, a 
rhythmic motion echoed by the thrust of his tongue into Bruce's mouth. Bruce curled his spine, throwing his 
head back and hissing in a breath, lifting his hands to tangle in Pan's short curls. He felt the texture of the 
small horns under his fingers, smoothed across their glossy surface; the roughness of the chest hair and the 
smoothness of the haunches, the heat of Pan's cock and the heavy swing of his balls against his own driving 
him higher still. Pan rumbled a wordless croon, rolling them further and pinning Bruce down with his weight, 


nipping across collarbones and then licking sweat from the dips and hollows of Bruce's throat. 
"Turn over," he growled, and Bruce was only too happy to comply. 


Face down on the pile of pillows he stretched, and watched the slow shimmer of the dim lamplight on the 
embroidered silks, shifting before his eyes. His body felt loose, warm and comfortable, open to sensation and 
ready to explore the possibilities that unfolded in the summer night. Pan nuzzled at the soft hair in the small 
of his back, and he sighed. 


"Nice," he murmured, drifting his eyelids still lower. 
Pan chuckled, soft low sound carried on a puff of warm breath to tickle at his skin. 


And oh, those lips and tongue began their sweet work once more, large hands kneading the muscular flesh of 
his buttocks even as that wicked tongue laved its warmth between them, around and down until it caressed at 
that strip of skin behind the balls, the one that made Bruce arch his back and groan bone deep. He gathered an 
armful of yielding embroidered silk and pressed it to himself, trying to control his breathing and not shriek 


when the wicked, probing tongue found a very special place and teased, 


He failed, and yelled aloud. Pan gripped his hips and held him, licking at him, slipping his tongue inside and fucking 
him with it. Slow and easy it writhed, hot and wet, deeper than anything he'd felt before. 


He shoved back, burying his face in the pillows to muffle his yells. 


Pan didn't have to urge him up; as soon as he stopped pinning him to the sprawl of silk his knees curled 
beneath him, raising to all fours, inviting his lover in. 


Pan didn't respond, just stretched himself across Bruce; chest sliding along back, bestial thighs firmly nested 
behind Bruce's own, cock sliding forward until the damp head nuzzled the trail of hair leading up to his belly. He 
placed his big hands over Bruce's, shoulders wrapped around him, rubbed their cheeks together; Bruce forgot 
to breathe. He was surrounded, enveloped with this huge, warm body, pulsing with life and running with musky 
sweat, caressing skin with heated skin, rasp of body hair and harsh, deep breaths. Arms moved to caress his 
chest, and for a moment he bore Pan's weight on his back; then the powerful forearms slid around his waist 


and held him tight, teeth nipping at his shoulders. 


"Look up," murmured Pan into his neck, scraping his teeth along the muscle as he did so. Bruce arched, tilted 
his head and saw; reflected in the glass of the conservatory the pair could be seen, the night outside making a 
mirror of the cold slick surface. The view made him gasp, clench his muscles, shiver beneath the forest God 


and moan. Pan laughed. 


Sweating and wild, he was framed by one wilder still; Pan's eyes almost glowed, horns gleaming, wicked saturnine 
smile and suggestion further back of a flicking tail and great, crouched hindlimbs. He called out again, unable to 


tear his eyes away as the vista began to change. 


The reflected face altered, becoming longer; horns uncoiled from a neat sweep to massive, ridged arches. The 
body..changed Muscular flanks were covered with a long fall of glossy coat, shivering as the creature breathed 
deep; the powerful neck flexed, turning the magnificent horns this way and that to catch and fling back the 
scattered beams of light. Massive shoulders shifted, changing grip while the form flowed like wax around him. 


It wasn't just a visual, either. The strong but very human arms wrapped around his waist shifted too, 
becoming more slender, solidly furred, tipped with glossy black hooves. Bruce blinked, shook his head and tried 


to look over his shoulder; the enormous black goat gripping him in such an intimate fashion let out a deep, 


throaty noise and nudged his head away, a gentle reminder to watch them in the glass. 


lm going to get fucked by a goat, thought Bruce, with more than a touch of delirium. /m going crazy. | should 
have known this was a bad idea.. 


A nudge, a thrust of the hips, and a deep noise from the throat of the animal that was almost a rumbling 
growl, and the changed form of Pan pierced him. He groaned, half closing his eyes and knowing from the sudden 
heat that he was blushing. He was being buggered by a goat.and it felt good 


The goat made a noise suspiciously akin to a laugh, gripped him harder with its forelegs and pumped its hips, 
the motion slow and deliberate. Despite himself, despite the delicious almost-horror of the sensation, Bruce 
dropped his head and pushed back, closing his eyes as he felt the form on his back begin to shift again. He 
moaned deep in his throat as the cock piercing him also changed, becoming thicker and longer; Pan's laughter 


shaded out of the goat's satisfied gruffness, the God seeming well pleased with his lover's responses. 


Sure enough, tipping his head back and daring to open his eyes, Bruce saw the more familiar form caressing 
his back once more. He sighed in relief, followed by a swift inhalation as Pan rocked into him, hooding his 


glittering eyes while he demonstrated just how much more well endowed this form was than the other. 


Pan's hands were never still. They stroked and caressed, pinched and provoked, and all the while those powerful 
haunches drove and pumped, drawing groans from Bruce that were progressing toward being shrieks. The God's 
breath rasped in his throat, hot and insistent across the back of Bruce's neck. 


Bruce felt the shift of weight a moment before Pan gripped him, lifted him; impaled on the long, thick shaft, he 
wrapped his legs outside Pan's haunches and arched his back, wrapping his arms around Pan's head. The picture 
they made in the glass now was a study in sweat and heat, lines of lamplight gilding the edges of Bruce's 


muscles, Pan's hand dark against his groin as he caressed him, stroked and squeezed. 


Pan rocked back and forth, small movements stretching Bruce, making him aware of every breath, every 
heartbeat. Bruce began to shudder, tightened his limbs around the beast, gasping as heat raced along his limbs, 
condensing in a white hot rush to the spot where the huge hand enveloped and squeezed.. 


The God gasped, thick cock twitching, filling Bruce with the primal inspiration of the rut, rolling and pumping 
with heat. He called out, burned and fulfilled, screaming until the glass surrounding them rattled in echo. The 
pair collapsed, Pan rolling them to their sides and curling around Bruce with a rumbling croon, still thrusting 


slowly, prolonging the delicious feelings shading into afterglow. 


Bruce panted, feeling the heat of the God behind him and the slow slide of sticky warmth around his lover's 
softening cock. He chuckled, the sound less than a gasp, and tucked himself closer into the large body. 


"Does this," he murmured, smiling, "mean that you've forgiven me for Paris?" 


Pan gave a rumble, somewhere between the goat and the God. "I think so. Of course, we could always do this 


again to make sure.." 


Bruce laughed, turning over to loop his arms around Pan's neck and leaning in to kiss him. "After that? You're 


kidding. Ten years ago - well, twenty - then yeah, maybe =a" 


Pan silenced him with another kiss, lapping at his lips with a low growl of appreciation. "You're forgetting 


something, little man" 
"Which is?" 
"l am a being of Fae. Of magic. And thus..can do whatever | desire." 


Bruce hissed between his teeth. Something about that last kiss had been.different, and as the forest God 
grinned at him with a wicked glint in his eye, he realised that he was, indeed, ready for another go round. 


Marvellous creature... 

"Only once more?" 

"Greedy human...” 

"Well, yeah --" 

we 

Bruce woke, tangled in damp bedsheets, sore and aching and still tired He blinked, trying to focus on something 
that just hovered out of visual range; something grey that didn't smell too great but that was carrying 
something that did. 

He slithered around, squinted and took the proffered mug of coffee from the goblin with a grateful sigh. 
“Thanks Lars." 

The goblin nodded, then began to chatter at him, bouncing onto the bed and pointing at something on the side 
table, wedged between the empty wine bottle and one of the glasses. Bruce sat up slowly, swearing under his 
breath; he'd lost count of how often he and Pan had screwed last night, so he supposed he should be grateful 
that he didn't feel worse. 

The forest God had departed with the dawn, humming under his breath and looking not only very pleased with 
himself but as fresh as a daisy. Bruce had been almost comatose, dropping into heavy slumber as soon as he'd 


seen his lover vanish into the morning mist. 


Lars tapped grubby fingernails on the table top, dragging Bruce's attention back to him. 


"What?" 
He pointed again, and Bruce finally noticed the small roll of parchment. Taking it he relaxed into the piled pillows, 
ignoring the way that Lars tucked himself into his side and watched him with adoring eyes while it picked its 


nose. A goblin with a crush was something else he didn't really want to think about. 


The writing was curled and elegant, even if it did wander across the page without much apparent purpose. It 


didn't take long to figure out, and the message left Bruce smiling. 
Forget Paris; remember Essex, glass and silk 

Should you require my assistance, all you need do is call, 

For you call most prettily when provoked!" 


Bruce laid back, closed his eyes, and went back to sleep. 


